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Any progress with John? He is willing & anxious to try again.
I only hope he will achieve another drawing as great.

Shaw (the genuine one) was here lately: full of quaintnesses
upon the supposed oddity of my position in camp (now absolutely
normal, though I haven't been able to make myself like the rest
in mind or manner). Also very bracing, though such sureness of
success has closed his pores.                                                     E.

Address now: T E Shaw, Clouds Hill, Moreton, Dorset.

241 :   TO HARLEY GRANVILLE-BARKER
7.2.24.
When your letter came, and said *a month* I sighed with glad-
ness that there was so much time to work out a reply . . . but the
days have dodged me somehow, and I'm all unready still.
You see, while you have been so magnificently persistent with
my literary Guilder's yard' I've been reading that polished four-
square play of yours.1 Is that a comic picture? Of an author and a
would-be (would have been?), exchanging books, and tasting
each other meditatively.
Anyhow that's what I've done, with barren results. Your work
is so hard, so intricate, so packed. It is the essence of thought, a
variety of mental Bovril. Shaw (the real one) talked of it with me,
deploring your profusion of material, your introduction of stuff
which would have made eight plays if beaten out thin.
I rather like the pemmican of letters, or rather I used to like it,
when my head was at ease to think over the words I gave it
through my eyes. I thought then that a man could not work him-
self too hard, when he opened a new branch to the public. After
all the suffrages worth having are the people who will read your
play with the eager effort you put into it.
And yet, and yet. .. your leisure is so abundant that perhaps
you have been cruel to the larger audience. I don't see you some-
how as only a highbrow for highbrows: but haven't you been for-
getful of the duties of the many* I get up in the morning, and
1 The Secret Life.